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sorry I1 cannot give It so far as I could wish,
and you perhaps expect. My daughters, who
were my only intelligencers, are all foris-fami-
liate^ and the old woman their mother has lost
that taste. There are two from my own pen^
which I might give you, if worth the while.
One to the old Scotch tune of Dumbarton's
drums.

The other perhaps you have met with, as
your noble friend the Duchess has, I am told,
heard of it. It was squeezed out of me by a
brother parson in her neighbourhood, to accom-
modate a new Highland reel for the Marquis's
birth-day, to the stanza of

" Time your "fiddles, tune them sweetly," &c.

If this last answer your purpose, you may
have it from a brother of mine, Mr. James
Skinner, writer, in Edinburgh3 who, I believe3
can give the music too*

There is another humorous thing, I have
heard said to be done by the catholic priest
Geddes9 and which hit my taste much:

" There was a wee wifeikie, was coming frae the fair^
Had gotten a little drapikie;  which bred her meikle
care,

It